SAN   GAUDENZIO

foolish. Maria and Paolo, with real Italian greatness, were
warm and natural towards the child in her. But they did
not love her in their very souls, she was the fruit of ash to
them. And this must have been the reason that she was so
self-consdous and foolish and affected, small child that she
was.

Paolo had come back from America a year before she
was born - a year before she was born, Maria insisted,
The husband and wife lived together in a relationship of
complete negation. In his soul he was sad for her, and
in her soul she felt annulled. He sat at evening in the
chimney-seat, smoking, always pleasant and cheerful,
not for a moment thinking he was unhappy. It had all
taken place in his subconsciousness. But his eyebrows and
eyelids were lifted in a kind of vacancy, his blue eyes were
round and somehow finished, though he was so gentle and
vigorous in body. But the very quick of him was killed.
He was like a ghost in the house, with his loose throat
and powerful limbs, his open, blue extinct eyes, and his
musical, slightly husky voice, that seemed to sound out
of the past

And Maria, stout and strong and handsome like a
peasant woman, went about as if there were a weight on
her, and her voice was high and strident. She, too, was
finished in her life. But she remained unbroken, her will
was like a hammer that destroys the old form.

Giovanni was patiently labouring to learn a litde
English. Paolo knew only four or five words, the chief of
which were V right,' 'boss,1 'bread,' and *day,* The youth
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